Try Anything Once 


Author: Allana 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Kirk Hammett, Lars Ulrich 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 24 201l 19:00:00 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Try Anything Once 


| tried, | really tried, but spaghetti bolognese is apparently not one of my kinks :P Hope you enjoy it all the 


same, Cosmic Gerbil 


Whipped cream and chocolate sauce would have been the obvious choices, Lars thought, but they didn’t have 
either and the stuff was right. There. And food was food, right? 


Except, it turns out, no. Just no. 


He reached out, with a hand that shook just a little, and smeared a handful of spaghetti bolognese over Kirk's 
naked chest. Kirk yelped and glared at Lars. "Could have warmed it up, you fucker." 


"Sorry," Lars slurred. "Didn't think You want me to--" He waved his hand over Kirk and made vague scaping- 


off motions. God, he needed more beer for this. Maybe vodka. 


"No. its there now." Kirk wriggled enticingly under him, well, it would have been enticing if it wasn't for the 
wriggly-looking strands of spaghetti and gloopy sauce on his chest. Fuck, and people thought this was sexy? 
Hell, Kirk thought this would be sexy? 

Lars bent his head and licked cautiously at Kirk's chest. Flavour exploded on his tongue, and it would have been 
great if it was on a plate, but on Kirk it was just weird. Lars licked, slurped and then chewed, doing his best to 


make it sexy, but it just wasn't working for him. 


Kirk slid a hand into his hair and tugged gently. Lars swiped the back of his hand over his lips and sat back 
gratefully. 


"So, uh.. | know this was my idea, and all, but its just not working. | feel fucking gross." Kirk looked sheepish. 
Lars rolled his eyes. "You think? How the fuck could spaghetti n sauce ever be fucking sexy?" 

Kirk blushed a little. "Well, food's food, right? And you love spaghetti.. and it was leftover from the shoot." 
"You cheap fucker," Lars swore, before huffing out a laugh. 

[td sounded so sexy when Kirk had whispered it into his ear earlier on, but when confronted with a bowl of 
cold spaghetti n sauce, instead of the whipped cream and chocolate sauce that he'd been expecting, his arousal 
had fled screaming and hard-on wilted. 


Kirk frowned up at him. "It always works in porn" 


Lars laughed. "A lot of things work in porn that don't work in real life, babe," he said, hooking his arm around 
Kirk's shoulders and hauling him upright. "And they have, you know, sexy food." 


"Let's try and make the best of this anyway," Kirk said with a grin, pulling Lars in for a kiss. 


Lars licked his way into Kirk's mouth, fingers twisting in the curls. It wasn't long before Kirk started grinding 
against Lars, only to pull away abruptly as the slippery mess on his chest started smearing between them. 


"Shower?" Lars said, pressing a kiss to Kirk's jaw before getting off the bed. Kirk nodded. 
"We're never doing this again," Kirk said. "As off today, there's a no more food in bed rule." 


"Not even the sexy kind?" Lars said playfully, peeking out into the hallway to check the coast was clear before 
making a dash for the bathroom. 


"Not even the sexy kind," Kirk said emphatically and way too loud. 


"Shh! You want James to catch us?" 
Kirk shut up. 


With the bathroom door safely locked behind them Lars grinned, turning on the shower. "Cleaning up's gonna be 
fun though," he said, smirking at Kirk as he stepped under the spray. 


Hot water rained down on them and Lars grabbed the soap, rubbing up a handful of suds before sliding soapy, 
wet hands up and down Kirk's skin. 


When the worst of the mess was washed off their bodies, and strands of spaghetti toed down the drain, Kirk 


presses Lars against the tiled wall. Lars pulls him into a kiss, their bodies rocking and sliding together. 


It was so worth it, Lars thought, when he came thrusting into Kirk, their moans echoing through the 


bathroom. 


